Chapter XIII

IN   THE  RUFAI  HALL  OF  TORTURE

FOR a holy man and mystic, my friend the Sheik Shefieh
was eminently practical.

Master he and catechumen I were journeying as pil-
grims on the long, hot road from Damascus northward.
But not with the traditional dusty sandals, staff, and
scrip. We sat at ease in the wide tonneau of a powerful
Renault, luxuriously upholstered by Kellner et ses Fils,
who once made carriages for kings and queens. I felt
sorry for old Saul of Tarsus, who had gone that road
afoot, and wondered if the Lord God had not, perhaps,
knocked saintliness into him by means of a sunstroke.

We were whizzing along with the hood of the car laid
back to catch the breeze and afford a better view of the
landscape. My venerable companion, whose saintliness
was already sufficiently established in Islam, had removed
his tall Dervish hat and replaced it with a woolen skull-
cap to prevent superfluous actinic miracles. Except that
this cap was black and white instead of scarlet, and his
robes pearl-gray, he might have been some stalwart
bearded cardinal of the Renaissance. Certainly no cardi-
nal since that robust half-pagan period could have
munched with such human relish the green young cu-
cumbers plucked from his own palace garden with which
we both refreshed ourselves from time to time.

The objective of our pilgrimage was a monastery of the
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